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PREFACE. 



The following Tale is founded on an 
occurrence which happened at Caerleon, on 
the night of the 29th of October, 1772. 

The wife of a respectable tradesman in the 
town, being in search of her husband who 
had remained out later than usual on the 
tempestuous night dated above ; on crossing 
the river to that portion of the town called 
Ultra PoQtem, was precipitated into the flood, 
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by a portion of the old wooden bridge, on 

which she was passing at the time, being 

carried away in the storm. After floating on 

the mass of wood that fell under her, for several 
miles down the stream, she was saved by the 

crow of a barge anchored in the mouth of the 
river. The circumstance is related by Arch- 
deacon Coxe, in his Historical Tour in Mon- 
mouthshire. That gentl^aan however, appears 
to have been misinformed in one particular, 
where he states that Mrs. Williams was re- 
turning from seeking after her husband, at 
the time the accident occurred. There are 
persons now living who recollect the circum- 
stance as if it had happened but yesterday. 

I have conversed with a few, recently, on the 
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sabject, all of whom agree in stating, that the 
unfortunate woman was then going in search 
of her spouse. I can allude to one person 
in particular, who affirms this to be the fact ; 
an old lady who remembers the circumstance 
well, and is daughter of the landlord of the 
house in which Mr. Williams was at the 
time. The mistake appears trivial, but that 
it is one, I think must be admitted, never- 
theless, I should not have alluded to it, but 
that the circumstance is of some importance 
in its connection with the Tale. 

The Poem will be found to contain almost 
a literal statement of the occurrence, the little 
fiction however, which occasionally mingles 

with the fact, will be somewhat explained in 
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the notes at the close. 

It was intended to have had several litho- 
graphic illustrations in this little work; but 
as the price would have been considerably en- 
hanced thereby; the author has contented 
himself with giving a view of the old Bridge 
at Caerleon only. 



December lit, 1838, 
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The ran has fet on Isea't pride^ {a) 
And darMy rolls the sullen tide, 
Iteflecling on its breast no more, 
Her native grandeur as of yore; 
When many a golden — crested tower 
Shone brightly there in the evening hone: 
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Proud City: of the Boman host! 
The Monaich^iB praise^ the Warrioi^s boasr^ 
How hath ibj glory passed awaj. 
Like sunbeams at the dose of day! 



Yet mid the wreck of years are seen, 
Some records of what thoa hast been^ 
That to* tbo mind'^s reflectiiig^ sense^ 

The dark intrenehment wide displayed, — 
Tby battered ramparts half decayed, 
And the Round Table (6) whence of yore. 
King Artbur*^s couFt its title bore; 
Tbesei with unnumbered works of fame, 
Still cast enchantment o^er tby name. 
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The Mound, by sage tradkioii known. 

The keep of kings ^ high renown; 

Of whom still one, the mightiest he. 

There reigns with absolate decree. 

A giant host, in wariiw -state. 

To do his will around him wait:; 

ll^lien he shall bid them all arise. 

And take the city by surprise; 
His ancient throne and walm regain. 

Once more Silurians Sovereign reign ! {c) 



And thou art hallowed by the name 
Of many a saint endeared to fame; 

And sages wise, and bards of yore, 
The patriarchs of immortal lore. 
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Nor less for opulence renowned; 
Thy wealth the nations did astound. 
When, roused by avaricious pride. 
Contentious Chiefs thy gates defied ; 
And sanguine hordes, to plunder bred; 
Assailed thy walls by murder led. 



Still, still, fair Isca ! rich art thou, 

Although thou seemest fallen now ; 

Nor war, nor rapine, fire, nor stealth, 

Could e'er deprive thee of thy wealth. 

Thy Citizens, a loyal band. 

Have treasures still, and gold at hand ; 

Though narrow bo€nds thy trade confine. 
Still peace and competence are thine. 
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And Waltei {d) was as rich as free, 

A Citizen of honest fame > 
Of liberal heart, and soul of glee, 

Who never knew the curse of shame: 
Corroding care within his breast. 
Was never harboured to molest ; 
While on his cheek the smile of mirth 
To all around revealed his worth : 
No misanthrope in truth was he> 
He loved convivial company ; 
With social friends,~^he knew no foes ; 
Oft would he join at evening^s close, 
And o'er his pipe, and can of ale, 
Impart a joke or weave a tale; 
Or eliaunt a song with jocund voice. 
While all around him did rcgoice* 
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One winter's eve, day's business o'^r; 
He left his home as oft before. 
For some appointed rendezvous 
Known only to a favourite few, 
Where friend with friend would often meet. 
Each other with a toast to greet ; 
The social pledge of friendship pass, 
Confirmed with many a sparkling glass ; 
Where never to the ear was brought 
The name of foe, by all forgot. 



Now song, aud joke, and glass go rounds 
And mirth attends each vocal sound ; 
For no discordant notes are here, 
But all is harmony and cheer ; 
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Swift fly the merry moments by, 
And joy shines bright in every eye ; 
Enjoyment beams in every face, 
And each one happy in his place ; 
They think not of the time that's past. 
But each is bent to sit the last. 



Meanwhile good Waller's loving wife, 
At home, felt axious for his life ; 
Lest, mid tbu dm k t^tid dlaimd laiglu, 
Returning late, the good man might 
Mistake his way — if far from home ; 
And farther in the darkness roam* 
Until he met amid the gloom. 
Some horrid death, some unknown tomb. 
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It was a wild and fearful night. 

Of thunders loud, and tempests dire, 
That even demona might affright, 

A night of darkness, storm, and fire : 
The sun that eve forsook the skies, 

As if beneath the wrath of heaven. 
Now doomed to set, no more to rise. 

Back to oblivious chaos driven. 

And mantling clouds of fiery gloom. 

Hung o'er the' ethereal monarch's tomb, 

Like deatb-bojrn phantcims of despair. 

In hideous form assembled there. 

And mists arose upon the wind. 
To quench the twilight left behind, 

Till all was hid from the aching sigh*. 

And the stars eclipsed on the brow of night, 
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The blast from the west with a dismal roar. 
Came burdened with sleet the mountains o'er ; 
And as it flew on, lightnings and rain, 
Thunders and whirlwinds a terrible train. 
Harnessed together their furious might. 

And shook with terror the deep midnight. 



The old brass clock, with solemn tone. 
Hath told that midnight's hour is gone. 
And the housewife stands b^ the half-closed door. 
Quailing beneath the tempest's roar ; 
She dreads to think of the awful fate 
Her lord's exposed to, out so late, 
And yet her thoughts with every breath, 
Brings to her view his sudden death. 
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And now she tries with straining eye 
To learn the aspect of the sky, 
And as she looks she hopes full soon^ 
To hail the stars or risin&r moon ; 
But no, the burdened atmosphere, 
Made still impervious all the air : 

In vain she looked upon that night. 
It but eclipsed the wearied sight. 



So, gazing down some dark abyss, 

Whose deep the home of darkness is ; 
The sight recoils absorbed, and dim ; 
While all confused the senses swira^ 
And terror flashes o'er the soul. 
No other feeling can controuL 
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Bnt what can quench the fire of love ? 
Though earth and heaven thus wildly strove— 

Though blew the the hurricane more loud ; 

Though thicker rose each thunder cloud ; 

Though yet more vivid through the sky, 
Burst the red lightning-bolt on high ; 
And though the next returning flash. 
The herald of the thunder's crash. 
Should blast her with a sudden blow ; 
To seek her husband she would go. 



The lamp was lit in the lanthern now, 
But faint was thejight of its glimering glow; 
Through thedusky horn, whose black-worn hue. 
Left scarce a pale beam struggle through. 
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Her cloak around her Amj* threw. 
And forth she went, but little knew 
Of the hazards she presumed to make, 
That dreary night for her Walter*s sake. 
She sallied forth but knew not where, 
To seek the object of her care; 
Her neighbours all in sleep lay hushed. 
Save those, the wild storm as it rushed 
Through every alley, court and street ; 
Had wakened jfrom their slumbers sweet : 
But these know nothing of her woes, 
And onward still, perplexed she goes ; 
Like one whom hope had left to roam 
In search of some forgotten home ; 
Or urged to seek by fancy's light 
A wandering phantom of the night 

♦ See Note (d) 
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So maniacs chase at midnight's hour, {e) 
The flaming spectre of the moor; 
Through every form of danger led, 

At length they pause among the dead. 



The houses of amusement all 
Are closed, no sound of Bachanal^ 
No shout of merriment, and glee> 
Confirms her late expectancy* 



Ah ! who m hope's most ardent hour. 

Hath felt stern disappointment's poirer. 
Can soothe not the abandoned heart, 
With secret anguish doomed to smart ; 
Nor pour one sympathizing prayer. 
For him, the victim of despair. 
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And now sbe nears the riTer's ude>. 
And hears the splashing of the tide ; 
The Bridge is quaking o'er the stream, (/> 
And many a shattered, creaking beam 
Is bending to the raving blast, 
As if it soon will bend its last. 



The bells in old St. Cadoc's tower, 
Shook by the wandering tempest's power ; 
Rung forth with many a doleful peal, 
While played tbo bla«t vij^on th© wheel; 
As if the spirits of the air, 
For frolic bad assembled there ; ' 
To sound a mock-dirge o'er the doom 
Of her who wailed that night of gloom. 
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She paused upon the river's brink. 
And her spirits then began to sink ; 
Not that she feared that hour to die, 
By the lightning's flame that flashed on high;- 
Not that she deemed her own frail life, 
As worth with death a moment's strife; 
But that perchance the only one. 
That cared for her beneath the sun ; 
The only one she loved on earth, ^ 
That made her life of any worth ; 
That Walter ; he, the kind, the good, 
Lay buried in the gushing flood 
That swept impetuous at her feet, 
Aud then her heart with horror beat ; 
And big tears started from her eye, 
Like drops from the rainbow's canopy. 



24 TALE OF A 



Tbe mightiest heart hath quaked ere dow. 
And fear hath bent the loftiest brow ; 
No marvel then this helpless one, 
Should weep o^er thoughts she could not shun. 



Now crouching low, with dread profound, 
She hearM the tempest's echo bound 
Above the tumult, as it flew 

To mingle its noise with the boisterous flood 
That rolled away with a demon's hue. 

Beneath St. Julian's haunted wood, {g) 
And save for the hope that inspired her faith, 
She had sank forlorn in the face of death ; 
For death seemed revelliug all around. 
In many a hoarse unearthly sound. 
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At length her weeping eye descried 

A glimmering light on the opposite side. 

And it raised her hopes mid the hurricane's din 

For it seemed to shine from a well-known inu9(//^ 

To which her Walter oft would go, 

To spend a merry hour or so ; 

When wearied with the toils of earth, 

He sought relief in social mirth. 

Mine host, a friend of Walter's too. 

From early childhood, ne'er forgot; 

Would give her kindly welcome due, 

If there she found her husband not, 
Yet he perchance might haply know. 

Where his old comrade loitered so ; 
And thither she resolved to hie, 

Hailing the light with stedfast eye. 

C 
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Now o'er the'bridge she seeks her way, 

The loose planks trembling 'neath her tread. 

And the stormy flood shot forth its spray, 

Laving the path o'er which she sped ; 

And ever and anon the blast 

Would drain her breath as it hurried past. 

Or quench the deep and frequent sighs. 

That flowed to soothe her miseries ; 

Then, bowling through the echoing vale, 
Would seem to mock her lonely wail. 



But hark ! above the roar around , 
Strikes on her ear some voc^ sounds 
And Amy hears with sweet surprise. 
High, and more high the notes arise. 
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It is the Yoice of one who finds 

An echoing concert in the winds ; 

A chorus in the pelting rain, 

That clatters to the wanton strain ; 

Who recks not for the darksome night, 

Nor the storm that raves with a giant's might ; 

But fearless of the dismal hour, 
And* danger, larking to devour; 
Joins with loud laugh and stormy glee. 
In nature's wildest harmony. 



So, from the billow bounding high, 
When whirlwinds revel o'er the main, 

The storm-bird lifts her lonely cry, (t) 
And hails the fuiious hurricane. 
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Now nearer flowed the jocund sound, 
When Amy paused, and gathering round 
Her crimson cloak, to shield her form 
From the rude peltings of the storm ; 
She listened to the dubious strain, 



If that her ear might ascertain 



Who thus, amid the dismal night. 
In lonelj song could find delight. 
She listened ; and a moment more, 
She thought the sound was wafted o'er 
With a spirit's voice to the other shore ; — 
And then it seemed away to glide, 
In broken strains on the headlong tide : 
Then in the lurid air above her. 
She fancied the voice she could discover ; 
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Now wandering high, now faint and low. 

E'en thus it seemed to come and go, 

And o'er her soul a yision grew, 

Of demon*imps a ghastly crew ; 

Till, — all around of earth forgot, 

Only of fiends and sprites she thought ; 
In new forms crowding o'er her brain, 

As fancy echoed back the strain. 



Was it the ghost of that Hero bold ? [k) 
Of whom tradition long had told. 
Who often at t!he midnight hour. 
His song of triumph thus would pour ; 
As erst the lofty paean rose. 
When triumphed he o'er Isca's foes ! 
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Then passed with terror o'er her sight. 
The horrors of that deadly fight ; 
When on St. Alban*s verdant height 
Two mail-clad warrior-chiefs were seen, 
Of gallant heart and noble mien^ 
Each chosen from the opposing side. 
The claim to victory to decide. 



For host had long encountered host. 
And many a chief had bled in vain ; 

Still was the field nor won, nor lost. 
The living boasting o'er the slain 

On either side, while deadlier strife. 

But followed each day's loss of life. 
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Where Severn rolls her silvery tide, 
Through burnished groves and meadows gay; 

With flowrets decked on either side, 
That give their fragrance to the spray 

Of the young billows as they flow. 

And kiss the banks where daisies sleep ; 
And violets and harebells grow, 

And primroses the spring-time keep ; 
There— but the smile of Spring had fled. 

And Summer's hours of light were gone, 
And Autumn's fruits were plncked, x)r dead. 

While Winter revelled there alone : — 
There, — mid the dearth of that stern scene. 
In all the pomp of arms was seen 
The alien-host, encamped beside 
The eter-agitated tide. 
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The haughty chief commissioDed hence, 
Despised the buckler for defence ; 
And trusted in his sword alone 
To shield his heart, like one ne'er prone 

To fear or shun the darkest ill. 
But doomed his purpose to fulfil* 



He seemed of demon aspect, one 
Whom thousands feared to look upon. 
His gleaming eye that spoke controul, 
Would dart its lightning through the soul ; 
His lips, with deep expression dyed. 
That mingled stern resolve and pride; 
Seemed ever quivering with disdain 
Of all that peace and love would gain : 
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His cheek imbued with fier}' hue» 

Bespoke a soul to hatred true ; 

And o*er his high and wrinkled brow, 

Vengeance its awful frown would throw ; 

As'vvhen a cloud of horrid form, 

Nursed by the whirlwind and the storm ; 

Comes o^er the yet eclipsed suni 

And day is turned to night anon;, 

And never on his face was seen^ 

A smile that smoothed his ruffled mien. 



But He, whom Isca*s army chose^ 
Was one, well fitted to oppose 
Whoe'er to combat dared defy, 
This ancient heir to victory : 
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No armed foe could him afiright, 
The bravest of the braye was he ; 

The mightiest that excelled in fight. 
Before his lance were known to flee> 

And be had earned the immortal name. 

Of Pdnce of war, and Chief of Fame ! 



Alone he went, alone he came, 

. And this the curse himself decreed ; 
If ever he returned with shame, 

With loss of armour or of steed ; 
Or failed ere midnight to display. 
Some mark of victory that day ; 
A punishment far worse than deaths. 
Shiould follow e*en his latest breath* 
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No meager steeds these champions bore 
To the appointed field of gore, 
But bred and tutored to display 
The fiercest front in battle's day ; 
They need no lash to urge them on. 
But snort impatient to be gone ; — 
Now o'er the sounding glebe they bounds 
And now they're on the battle-ground. 



Then met the warriors face to face, 

And in each visage one might trace 

The purpose of a deadly foe, 

Whom nought but death could over-throw ; 

A spirit in each breast was there. 

That laughed with pride and mocked despair ^ 



1 
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Eifch [dooming with an inward vow. 
The other for his victim now. 



They fought, the signal for that strife, 

Was widely echoed — Life for life ! 

And lance with lance, loud clashing then, 

Roused the shrill echo's voice again. 
Now rose the arm with fury fraught; — 
But ere it fell the stroke was caught ; 

Then rushed the fiery-gleaming spear,— 
But back it flew with shock severe ; 
Again it flies— again,— but slill 
Foiled in its aim to wound or kill ; 
Thus they with equal might contend, 
Uncertain how the fray will end. 
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So when contending for the fate 
Of ancient Thebes, at either gate 
Two chieftains, deadly to withstand. 
Opposed each other hand to hand: 



Such Capaneus, giant-born^ 
Who put the daring foe to scorn ; 

Or he, the son of Astacus, 

Who strove with raging Tydeus, 

Whose shield of ominous design, 

Pourtrayed defence and power divine, 

And by whose spear the rival foe 

Full oft bewailed some overthrow ; 

Or the stern brothers, for whose fate 

A father's curse poured deadly hate. 

D 
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But hark ! a shout hath pierced the sky. 
And one is fallen doomed to die : 
'Tis done — the fatal stroke is past, 
The vanquished* foe has breathed his last ; 
And Isca's brave and noble son, 

The lonc^-contested field has won. 



He slew the rider and his steed, 
And left them on the turf to bleed ; 
But as a trophy of that day, 
He bore the charger's head away, 
And on his spear displayed on high 

The ornament of victory, 

That showed the Warrior's worthy daimi 

To honor, high renown, and fame: 
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<?or having nobly slain the foe, 
He scorned to mangle one so brave ; 

But left him in his overthrow. 
To wait an honorable grave ;) 

And thus in glory he returned 

From that day^s conquest bravely earned. 

And ere the midnio;ht star appeared, 

Above the stream his voice was heard ; 

In song of triumph shouting high, 

To Isca, Fame, and Victory ! 



But Amy now distinctly hears 
The voice again, and all her fears 
Are once more banished, as it nears 
The wooden bridge, and seems to be, 



The vbice of Walter full of glee. 
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Again she listens, every note 
Witii rapture on her ear doth float ; 
For none but Walter thus could sing 
The strains that through the welkin ring ; 
Besides, the song she hears so true, 
Is one her Walter only knew. 



Ah ! who can tell what pleasures fired 
Poor Amy's soul, what joys inspired 
Her bounding heart, as now she strove 
To join with Walter*s voice of love. ( /) 
And then, with heaven-directed eyes. 
She blessed her stars, and thanked the skies,. 
That once again she yet should see 
Her husband from all danger free. 
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^Twas but a momentary flame^ 

That fired her ton^e to speak bis name ; 

'Twas but a momentary glance, 

She turned towards heaven's still dark expanse, 
And ere the passing moment passed. 

The storm renewed with furious blast, 

Rent the cracked planks on which she stood, 

And hurled her in the foaming flood : 

Loud on her Walter now she calls, 

The wind replies in gushing squalls ; 

But fell on bis ear the fainting sound, 

Ere it sank in the wild confusion round ; 

And he heard it loud enough to know 

'Twas the voice of Amy raised in woe, 

As above the tempest's fearful yell 

It pierced his soul like her dying knell. 
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The storm is laughing in the west. 

The hurricane with wilder zest 

Is joining in the furious mirth, 

While darkness frowns o'er all the earth ; 

And the clouds in the quaking firmament, 

By the lightning's fiery shafts are rent ; 

And horror-struck poor Walter stands, 

With quivering limbs and close-pressed handsh. 

As he hears no more a distant sound 

Of his Amy's voice in the tumult drowned. 



Nor could be know what course to brave, 

His Amy from the flood to save ; 

Yet must they never meet again ?— 

The thought sent madness through his brain. 
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The unhappy woman as she fell, 

By nature taught the worst to brave ; 

Sought what was most accessible, 
In danger's hour herself to save ; 

And grasping at a ponderous beam^ 

That fell beneath her in the stream ; 

She siezed it mid the o'erwhelming spray. 

And glided on the wreck away. 



Her lamp still burning mid the gloom, (w) 

Her watery path-way did illume ; 

But like a spectre-light it shone 

On that she feared to look upon, 

And round the circle of its rays, 

A tenfold darkness met the gaze. 
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Lo, on the bridpe stood Walter still, 

As though transfixed, his blood^waxed chill, 

As down the dark and winding tide, 

He saw the lanthern's dim light glide. 



What portion of the bridge was gone, 
He knew not, and to venture on, 

Were but to rush to certain death, 
And perish in the flood beneath ; 
Or if he sought to wander back. 
Ruin perchance lay in the track : 
And thus hemmed in on every side, 
The same disaster may betide 
The unhappy husband as the wife. 
And Walter trembled for his life. 
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In dire saspence the night he spent. 
Musing upon the sad eyent. 
And oft upon the passing blast, 
His Amy's name aloud he cast ; 
As o'er his soul like bursting flame. 
Rushed thoughts of that endeared name* 



Were all the drops of dew that rest 
At summer-morn on Barlom's (n) crest. 
The brlghfest diamonds that shine, 
Poured forth from some celestial mine ; 
And were they his with thousands more. 
To him who would his love restore, 
All would he pay, and even give 
His life, could Amy yet but live^ 
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O ! 'tis a fearful thing to feel 
Guilt o'er the soul with terror steal, 
To feel the accute, immortal sting 

« 

Of that innate, undying thing, 
That lives in memory, from the past 
Renewed eternally to last, 
When all but misery shall depart 
From every hardened, guilty heart. 



And Walter cursed the fatal hour. 
With all the curses guilt could pour, 
That saw him leave bis happy home, 
To be the cause of Amy's doom ; 
While conscience with each sin of time 
Accused him now, and murderous crime. 
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The monstrous guilt his soul confessed, 
While drooped his heart with grief oppressed, 
And through each hour he looked for nought 
Save death, with deepest horror fraught* 
But as the night's dark shadows flee. 
The storms retire in company ; 
And morning, crowned with songs of mirth 
Returns again to bless the earth ; — 
But who more blessed than Walter, when 

4 

He hails his wife restored again : 

The boat that bore her back that morn, 

Had saved her e'en in death's last hour; {o) 

When on the waters left forlorn. 
And ocean (ready to devour, 

His jaws all white with gleaming spray) 

Prepared to take her for his prey. 
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Bat thanks to him whose mighty Yoice 
Can quell the tempest's bellowing^ noise 
Whose word the elements can bind. 
When ocean raves, and rails the wind ; 
Whose finger sets the spoiler's bound. 
When earthquakes harrow up the ground ; 
And points to where the hurricane 
Must sink to nothingness again : 
Whose breath attends the lightning flame, 
When thunders echo to his name ; 
And at whose awe-inspiring nod, 

Creation owns her Sovereign God ! 
His hand preserved, and he restored. 

When none beside could help alBTord ; 

And as from death, behold her come, 

Back to her love, her freinds her home. 
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Now Walter ne^er again would leave 

Ilis own indulgent fireside ; 
Bat many a friend at Winter* s eTe> 

Around him there might be descried ; 
And oftentimes would he recite 
This awful Tale of a Winter's Night. 



THE END. 



NOTES. 



i 
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NOTES. 



Note (a) p. 9. 

The Sun has set on Isca's pride. 

According to Giraldus Cambrensis this aii- 
cieut Town was originally built by Roman 
Princes, I have therefore adopted its Roman 
name. The modem name of CaerleoUy is 
generally supposed to be derived from Caer, I 
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tlte Britisli word for a fortified Citj' ; and Leon, 
a corruption of Xtegionutn meaniog the City of 
tht) Legious. 

See Coxe's Tour, vol. ]■ p. 80, 

Note (b) p. 10. 

A»d the Sound Table, whence of ynre 
King Arthur's Court il« title bore. 

In tbe immediate Deighbourbood of Caer- 
leon. is a meadow known by tbe name of ibe 
ble field ; where a cavity, or ampbi- 
lointed out as having been the place 
(f Arthur founded the order of 
known by that name. 
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Note (c) p. IL 
Once more Silurians Sovereign reign. 

This Legend, I presume it is probable, had 
its origin in the following prophetic Romano«. 
" He is a King crowned in Faerie, 
" With sceptre and sword and with his regalty 
" Shall resort our Lord and Sovereigne, 
** Out of Faerie and reigne in Brittaine ; 
«^ And repaire againe the round table, 
" By prophecy Merlin set the date. 
^' Among princes king incomparible, 
'^ His seate againe Caerlion to translate, 
*' The pare bas sufferen sponne so his fate ; 
'^ His epitaph recordeth so certaine, 
^^Herelieth KingArthur that shall raigneagaino. 
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The writer of the foUowiiig however, appears 
somewhat sceptical on this point; notwithstand- 
ing he gives us the epitaph above alluded to. 

^' Some men yet say, in many parts of Eng- 
land, that King Arthur is not dead ; but, by 
the will of our Lord Jesus Christ, into another 
{4ace; and many say, that he will come again 
and he shall win the holy cross. I will not 
say that it shall be so ; but rather I will say 
that here in this world he changed his life. But 
many men say that there is written upon his 
tomb this verse, — 

Hie jacet Arthur U8 rex quondamy rexfaturus. 

History of Prince Arthur. 

This Legend of the Mound has other claims 
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to belief, besides any attthority we may suppose 
it bas )*eceiTed from the prophetic Merlin ; it 
baying been recently confirmed, for the benefit 
of the credulons and superstitions, in tbe same 
manner as similar tales have originated, namely 
by the heated imagination of some intoxleated 
enthusiast 



An individual from a n^igbouring vills^ei on 
leafing the town one nigbt ratber late, had oc-^ 
casion to pass near tbe moand. He states, that 
as be approached tbe spot^ he was arrested by 
a man in armour, who led bim into tbe in-* 
terior of the mound, where he beheld several 
others lying in order around one who ap^ 
peared to be their chief. The tables of massive 
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constructioii bore evident marks of a recent 
banquet. Among tbe curiosities shewn to thi& 
privileged individual, were several heaps of 
eoin, to eny quantity of which he was invited 
to help himself. It is presumed he declined 
tbe favor as no specimen of the fairy coin has. 
ever been exhibited by him to his friends or 
others. 



By some excavations lately made at the 
base of this artificial eminence, there is reason 
to believe that there are apartments in the in- 
terior. An entrance, similar to a well, having 
been discovered, and other indications, such, 
as. pillars, &e. 
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Note (d) p. 13. 
And Walter was as rich as free. 

Mrs. Williams's husband^s christian name vislb 

Edward ; but I have given him the name of 
Walter^ as it appeared to me more metrical 
than his real name. For the same reason I 
have preferred the name of Amy for my he- 
roine, instead of Ann, which I am told was 
her name. Byron in his Parisina takes this 
liberty by introducing the name of Azo for one 
less harmonious. 



Note (e) p. 21. 

So maniacs chase at midnights hour^ 
The flaming spectre of the moor ; 
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^hrovgh every form of danger ledy 
At length they pause among the dead. 



The Ignis Fatuus is a ligbt supposed to be 
kindled by miscbieyous beings for the purpose 
of leading the unwary to destruction. 



These lights are most frequently seen in 
inarsby places^ The lowlands on this side the 
Severn, called the Moors, were said to be 
much infested by them> and the Shepherd at 
night had often to shun them cautiously. 



Shakspeare alludes to this phantom-light:— 
Poor Tonii whom the foul Jiend has led 
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through fire and through fi^me^ through 

bushes and hogs. 

Edgar in King L^ar. 

Whether or not the superstition of the 
Corpse Candle^ which is peculiar to Wales, 
bad its origin in appearances of this light I 
cannot pretend to say ; but a person may not 
be blamed I think for supposing such ; par- 
ticularly after reading the following extract 
from the learned notes attached to Mr. Taliesin 
Williams's admirable Poem of Colyn Dolphyn> 
lately published. 

"The superstition of " Canwyll Gorph," 

{Corpse Candle) is said to be confined, not 

only to Wales, but exclusively, to the Diocese 

of St David. I have, however, heard the pe- 

F 



62 TAL£ OF A 



ciiliar claim of Dimetia to this luminous poi^- 

tend of deatb, fitrenuoosly contested in the 

vale of Glamorgan ; where they maintain iu 
full confidence, that the privilege was firs^ 
conceded to the ancient Sec of Caerleon, i 
Gwenty when St. David presided there; ai 
that it was not translated, with the tutela 
Saint, to St. Davids,^' 



After the foregoing remarks Mr. Williai 
giVes us some instances of the appearances i 
" CunmjU Gorph " adduced by the Rev. Ec^ 

mund Jones. Among others is that of on 
William John, of Llaiiboydi, who goii 
home one night somtMvhat diunk, and ^ 
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Mw one of the Corpse Candles, and went out 
of his way to meet it. 



Note (f) p. 22. 



The Brid-ge is quaking o^er the streaml 



The Bridge was bailt of wood ; a description 
of it may be found in Coxe's Historical Tour, 
¥oL 1. p. lOT. 



The planks which com^posed the fioor were 
hut partially fastened at the ends^ to avoid 
their cracking, which otherwise they would 
have done, when any lieavy weight passed 
oTer them, had they beea nailed tightly down. 
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That they were severely shaken on the tem« 

pestuous night in question will readily be sup* 
posed. At the commencement T have given a 
lithorgraphic sketch of the Bridge as it then 
stood. 



Note (g) p. 24. 



St Julian's haunted wood. 



This wood It latd to havo b^n the socno of 
inor^ than one romantio death, besides other 
appalling circumstances which have given it 
more than ordinary ghostly notoriety. 
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Note (h) p. 25. 



a fveU'kown Inn. 



The Inn is still known as it was then, b} the 
name of the White Lion. 



Note (i) p. 27, 



The storm-bird lifts her lonely cry. 
The Stormy Petrel, at the approach of foul 
weaiher goes further from the shore, and is 
very clamorous on such occasions, particular- 
ly in the night. 

Note (k) p. 29. 
Was a the Ghost of that hero bold ? 

The legend which I bare here introduced, 
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I have heard assigned as an explanation for an: 
old custom, still upheld at Caerleon with all 
the pomp of antiquity, called Marilwyd. I 
am nevertheless aware that this Christmas shew 
is generally believed to have originated in cir- 
cumstanpes as far different from this, as it is 



from being confined to old Caerleon. 



Note (1) p. 40. 

Ah ! who can tell what pleasures Jired 
Poor Amy's souh what joys inspired 
Her bounding hearty as now she strove 
To join with Walter's voice of love ? 



That I have taken some liberty in supposing 
the husband to have been returning over the 
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bridge, at tlie moment the accident occurred, I 
admit; but the tale is thereby made more mar- 
vellous and interesting, while at the same 
time no violence is done to the main truth of 
the narrative from the apology here given. I 
have heard it stated that Mr. Williams was 
standing at the door of the sun to which I 
have before alluded, when the accident occured; 
and that he heard the crash occasioned by the 
breaking of the bridge, and instinctively ap- 
prehended that some evil had befallen some one 
belonging to him. Th^e is however consider- 
able doubt to be attached to this ; nor is it at 
all probable that he heard even 

A distant sound 

Of his Amy's mice, in the iumuli drofmed, 



i * 
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although comparatively near at the time^ as 



the inn was not lar from the bridofe. 



Note (m) p. 43; 

Her lamp sHH burning mid the gloom. 

It is a remarkable fact, that the light in the 

lanthern was not extinguished by the fall, nor 

did it become extinct for a considerable dis- 
tance down the river. 



Note (n) p. 45. 

Where all the drops of dew that rest 
At summer-mom on Barhm^s crest. 

One of the bighett hills in the neighbourhood 
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of Caerleon is called Twyn Barlwm. Its crest 
is formed by an ancient Carnedd of consider- 
able dimensions. 



Note (o) p. 47. 



The boat that bore her back that momy 



Had saved her e^en in death^s last hour. 



This is a fact. Had the unfortunate woman 
escaped the notice of the barge-meni by whom 
sbc was tavedi in five minutes more she would 

have been in the op^n channel, and undoubted- 
ly lost from the violence of the waves, which, 
even in the river, rose like breakers. She was 
saved with much difficulty, at the moment 
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wbei), haying made a last effort of crying, 
for assistance! in the act of offering up a prayer 
in resignation to her expected doom* 

The fact implied in the line^ 
The boat that bore her hachy 8;c. 

can only strictly apply to her having been 
taken ashore a short distance from the place 
where she was rescued. She was conveyed 
home in a chaise hired for that purpose at the 
King's Head Inn, in Newport. 

Note (p) p. 49* 

Now Walter ne^et again nould leofH*. 

The effect here stated as having been produced 
oil the mind and conduct of the busbaiidy. 
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although nothing more than might be expected 

by so alarming an occurrence, presents a moral 
-of sufficient importance to induce any writer 
to adopt the subject, exclusive of the many 
miraculous features it exhibits* 



CONCLXJDING REMARKS. 

Other inducements than the one mentionc 
in the last note, procured from the author tl 
foregoing poem Among others was a desi 
that the occurrence might be more genera' 
made known and believed. It has be 
the cause of much surprise to him to fi 

« 

tiiat many persons resident in the neighboi 
hoed never hoard of the circumstance before 
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mentioned it to them* On the other hand, a 
friend of his now sojourning in London, inform^ 
ed him recently, that parties who had heard of 
the acddent there> regarded it as a mere fabri- 
eation^ That all the inhabitants of the neigh- 
bourhood will now become acquainted with it 
he sincerely hopes; and that strangers will 

henceforth believe the Tale, he will not pre- 
sume to doubt, as he can assure them, that 

however strange it may appear, it is equally 

true. 

For any liberty the wrtter has taken in re- 
presenting the convivial character of Mr. Wi L-^ 
LiAMS be trusts the last six lines of the poem 

v^ill be a sufficient apology. 

Printed by H. Webber, Newport. 
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